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"THE  HIT  OF  THE  YEAR 

Nov.  16th  & 17th 

Skule  Night 


• MACHINE  (Natch!) 

• CHORUS  (See  Cut) 

• MORE  GIRLS  ! 

• TREMENDOUS  SCENES 

• STUPENDOUS  ACTING 

• DANCE  (Friday  Nite) 

• THREE  SHOWS  NIGHTLY 

(8:00,  9:30  and  11:00  p.m.) 
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SHOW -$1.00  PER  PERSON 
DANCE  -$1.50  PER  COUPLE 
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Skult*  Nite  Secrets  Revealed 
Read  All  About  It ! 


PHOTO  BY  W.  J.  ASSAD 


These  eight  specimens  of  feminine  pulchritude  are  practising  for  their  part 
in  Skule  Nite.  Come  the  16th  and  17th,  you’ll  see  them  on  Hart  House  stage 
as  the  S.P.S.  chorus  line  goes  through  its  paces. 


Scribe  Enraptured 

Clubbed  When  Captured 

Every  Engineer  knows  what  Skule  Nite 
is  all  about.  Every  Engineer  who  has  been 
to  one  of  these  productions  knows.  And 
naturally,  every  Engineer  who  hasn't  been 
there  is  either  not  worth  including  in  the 
census  or  a freshman.  Even  in  either  of 
these  cases,  at  this  late  date,  the  individu- 
als concerned  must  have  heard  reports 
from  the  living  upper-classmen  and  are 
naturally  all  waiting  for  the  tickets  to  go 
on  sale,  wondering  what  the  show  will  be 
like  this  year  and  trying  to  pick  up  a few 
clues  from  the  stalwarts  who  are  engineer- 
ing this  annual  Skule  extravaganza. 

Relax,  men!  Your  faithful  scribe  has 
again  come  through  with  the  goods.  At 
no  small  expense  in  time,  blood,  sweat, 
tears  and  even  at  no  small  expense,  y.f.s. 
has  learned  many  of  the  details  that  many 
would  give  their  all  to  learn.  Furthermore, 
y.f.s.  shall  not  jealously  clutch  these  hard- 
won  facts  to  his  bleeding  breast  in  soli- 
tary ecstasy.  No!  Just  as  with  elusive 
lab  observations  and  conclusions,  it’s  all 
for  one  and  one  for  all,  share  and  share 
alike.  To  wit,  y.f.s  shall  freely  share  all 
of  these  secrets  with  all  Engineers. 

To  begin  with,  it  can  now  be  revealed 
that  there  will  definitely  be  a ’51-’52  edi- 
tion of  Skule  Nite.  This  year’s  version 
will  be  shown  in  all  its  glittering  splendour 
and  rib-tickling,  side-splitting  hilarity  on 
the  evenings  of  the  16th  and  17th.  Tick- 
ets will  be  sold  in  the  Engineering  Stores 
and  Skulemen  are  advised  to  obtain  their 
ducats  early  if  they  want  to  see  the  show. 
Naturally,  students  enrolled  in  other 
faculties  would  give  their  eye-teeth  for  a 
pair  of  these  paste-boards.  Since  the 
number  of  Skulemen  is  smaller  this  year, 
some  tickets  will  go  on  general  sale. 
Engineers  will  naturally  have  a priority, 
but  when  it  appears  that  this  demand  has 
been  met,  the  remaining  ducats  will  be 
sold  to  the  lucky  non-Engineers — first- 
come,  first-served  style. 

Once  the  tickets  are  released  for  sale  to 
the  other  faculties,  every  single  one  of 
them  will  be  snapped  up  faster  than  a 
fireman's  jacket  on  the  way  to  a three- 
alarm  fire.  So  don’t  end  up  crying  in 
your  beer,  don’t  beat  your  wife  or  kick 
your  dog;  buy  your  Skule  Nite  ducats 
early  and  enjoy  the  show  as  every  Skule- 
man  should. 

As  for  the  actual  show  itself,  y.f.s. 
saw  the  dress  rehearsal  and  he  knows  for 
certain  that  it  will  top  all  others  that  have 
been  produced  in  recent  years.  There  will 
be  a machine — and  what  a machine! 
Y.f.s.  saw  it  but  it  defies  description  — 


words  alone  fail  to  do  it  justice.  All  that 
can  be  said  is  that  this  machine  is  a marvel 
of  engineering,  a visible  proof  that 
science,  like  time,  marches  on. 

Y.f.s  managed  to  sneak  a copy  of  the 
script  for  the  show.  Absolutely  all  could 
have  been  revealed  if  it  hadn’t  been  for 
his  excitement  at  having  that  priceless 
manuscript  in  his  possession.  In  his  haste 
to  read  it,  he  struck  a match  the  better  to 
see  it  and  all  hell  broke  loose.  The  match 
came  too  close  in  his  shaking  grasp,  the 
manuscript  burst  out  in  flames.  His  fingers 
badly  burned  and  eyebrows  scorched, 
y.f.s  was  unable  to  keep  silence.  A long 
low  moan  of  pain  and  sorrow  escaped  his 
tightly  compressed  lips  and  the  Skule  Nite 
security  guards  fell  upon  him.  If  only 
those  guards  had  known  that  he  wasn’t  a 
Medsman  trying  to  pick  up  a few  ideas 
for  Daffydil  Nite— but  why  discuss  what 
might  have  been? 

Y.f.s.  doesn't  remember  much  more. 
Only  short  flashes  of  what  he  saw  that 
night  come  back  to  him  now  and  again. 
The  bruises  aren’t  very  painful  now 
either;  and  the  doctors  say  that  he'll  be 
his  old  happy  self  after  a few  more  months 
of  peace  and  quiet. 


A serious  thought  for  today, 

Is  one  that  may  cause  us  disirtay, 

Just  what  are  the  forces 
That  bring  little  horses 
If  all  the  horses  say,  “Nay”? 

“Do  angels  have  wings,  Mummy?” 

“Yes  darling.” 

“Can  they  fly?” 

“Yes  dear.” 

“Then  when  is  nurse  going  to  fly  ’cause 
Daddy  called  her  an  angel  last  night?” 
“Tomorrow,  darling.” 


Would  that  he  could  remember  some  of 
the  jokes  and  songs  that  he  heard.  Would 
that  he  could  describe  the  sets  and  the 
lighting  or  the  costumes.  What  a story 
that  would  make. 

Still  he  has  no  regrets.  Even  though 
he  hasn’t  a clear  picture  of  what  he  saw 
and  heard,  he  was  the  first  on  the  campus 
to  see  Skule  Nite  this  year.  His  one  de- 
sire now  is  to  be  well  enough  to  hobble 
down  to  the  Hart  House  theatre  on  open- 
ing night.  You’ll  see  him  there  in  the 
front  row  waving  his  crutches  and  shout- 
ing through  his  bandages  as  the  show 
goes  on. 


TOIKE 


OIKE 


TOIKE  OIKE,  TOIKE  OIKE,  OLLUM  TE  CHOLLUM  TE  CHAY, 
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GOOD! 

It  would  seem  that  the  Frosh  of  5T5  are  going  to  be  a definite 
asset  to  the  community  in  the  Little  Red  School  House.  They're 
full  of  enthusiasm  and  talent  and  are  brimming  over  with  the  pro- 
verbial Skule  Spirit — so  much  so  as  to  put  the  three  older  classes 
around  here  to  shame.  They've  already  turned  out  to  offer  a hand 
and  lots  of  new  ideas  in  every  activity  that's  come  up.  Perhaps  the 
higher  entrance  requirements  have  produced  a group  that  can  afford 
more  time  to  devote  to  extracurricular  activities,  or  perhaps  these  are 
just  the  true  post-war  brand  of  youth.  Whatever  the  reason,  we're 
delighted  to  have  them.  Our  hats  off  to  the  frosh — keep  up  the 
good  work! 


CLEAN! 


Just  to  be  in  style,  it  looks  as  though  we  should  announce  at 
least  one  change  of  policy.  After  all  we  mustn't  lag  behind  the 
more  famous  publications  of  our  time. 

However,  as  you  all  know,  this  publication  is  so  rigid  and 
unbending  in  attitude  that  it  has  proven  impossible  even  after  great 
effort  to  alter  our  firm  convictions. 

Therefore,  as  a pallid  substitute  the  editor  wishes  to  merely 
clarify  our  stand  on  an  age-old  question. 

Last  term,  we  regret  to  say,  several  scoundrels,  who,  it  is 
rumoured,  were  in  FAVOUR  of  beer  in  Hart  House,  in  some  devious 
way  became  connected  with  this  highly-moral  literary  outfit  of  our 
highly-cultured  university  of  the  city  which  is  so  aptly  known 
throughout  the  world  as  Toronto  the  Good.  This  unfortunate  state 
of  affairs  led  some  to  believe  that  Toike  Oike  could  most  certainly 
be  discarded  in  the  same  heap  with  Flash,  Hush,  Mud  and  other 
such  publications  which  true  Skulemen  find  so  appallingly 
degrading. 

It  is  therefore  our  heartfelt  duty  to  recement  the  age-old  fraternity 
between  ourselves  and  such  worthy  pursuers  of  righteousness  as 
the  WCTU  and  state  with  fervour,  that  we  are  truly  OPPOSED  to 
beer  in  Hart  House.  (And  don't  think  the  fact  that  the  editor  can't 
get  in  to  have  any;  biased  our  decision  in  the  slightest!) 


FUN! 

About  this  time  Santa  must  be 
loading  his  sleigh  full  of  goodies  and 
consuming  his  last  case  of  Charley's 
Red  Label  in  preparation  for  the  long 
chilly  slide.  It  may  seem  a little 
early  to  be  broaching  this  topic,  but 
if  you've  been  reading  your  news- 
papers, you'll  know  there  are  only 
about  forty  more  shopping  days  until 
Christmas,  and,  if  you've  been  lis- 
tening at  lectures,  you'll  have  noticed 
that  the  more  sadistic  members  of 
the  staff  have  been  dropping  those 
rather  repulsive  hints. 

Yes,  Christmas  is  once  again  just 


around  the  corner.  Since  Engineers 
are  such  good  little  boys,  naturally 
they  are  all  dripping  with  anticipa- 
tion. Old  St.  Nick  will  be  around 
with  temptations  of  all  sorts  in  tow 
—stockings  full  of  exam  reprints, 
slide-rules  under  the  tree,  and  all  the 
traditional.  However,  we  know 
you'll  have  the  will  power  and 
courage  to  leave  these  new-found 
toys  untouched,  remembering  that, 
being  Skulemen,  those  mightier  than 
yourselves  are  going  to  put  you  to 
the  test  the  minute  the  New  Year 
has  broken  loose. 
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Opinions  expressed  are  not  neces- 
sarily those  of  the  Engineering 
Society  or  its  officers. 


Abe,  “Dat  hat  is  a nice  tit,  ain’t  it?” 
Customer,  “Yeah,  but  supposin  my  ears 
get  tired?” 

He  who  horses  around  too  much  may 
find  himself  a groom. 

Then  there  were  the  two  bees  who 
got  married  and  had  a bumble  from 
heaven. 


You  will  therefore  scorn  the  com- 
pany of  men,  heed  not  the  racket  of 
the  usually-sober  all  about  you,  but 
select  for  yourselves  a cozy  den,  a 
stock  of  ale,  a mellow  wench,  and 
enjoy  the  season  as  is  your  due. 

This  is  the  last  time  we'll  be  going 
to  press  before  '52  is  a small  boy  in 
knee  pants,  so  we  take  this  oppor- 
tunity of  wishing  to  each  and  every 
one  of  you  that  well-worn  greeting — 

Merry  Christmas  and  a Happy  and 
Prosperous  New  Year! 
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Dr.  Von  Flugen’s  Glossary 

(Reprinted  from  Aviation  Week  with  the  kind  permission  of  B.  C.  Stonehill) 

Air  Carrier — Any  container  or  vehicle  used  primarily  for  the  purpose  of 
carrying  air. 

Aircraft  Dope — See  Airplane  Dope. 

Aircraft  Flight  Report — A loud  noise  accompanying  the  termination  of  an 
aircraft  flight;  usually  preceded  by  a rapid  descent. 

Airframe — Ambiguous  terminology.  May  mean  either  a frame  constructed 
around  a body  of  air,  or  a body  of  air  surrounding  something. 

Air  Hostess — Same  as  ground  hostess  only  before  grinding. 

Air  Minded — A depreciatory  invective,  similar  to  addle-brained. 

Airplane  Dope — See  Airship  Dope. 

Airship  Dope — Dope,  schmope,  what’s  the  difference! 

Airship  Hull — A whole  airship. 

Alcoa — A mineral  base  shortening  frequently  used  as  a substitute  for  butter. 
Arctic  Front — An  attitude  assumed  by  an  unco-operative  stewardess. 
Artificial  Aging — A phenomenon  which  occurs  after  approximately  seven 
hours’  association  with  the  aircraft  industry. 

Astronomical — The  boss’  salary. 

Base  Metal — A term  used  by  makers  of  Aluminum  products  in  referring  to 
Stainless  Steel  and  vice  versa. 

Brazier — A garment  used  to  minimize  the  effects  of  flutter  and  vibration. 
Bucking  Bars — An  Engineer’s  favourite  pastime. 

Buffeting — Eating  dinner  while  standing  up. 

Bulkhead — A derogatory  expression  usually  applied  to  persons  of  questionable 
intelligence. 

Castor  Oil — A lubricant  used  for  cross-wind  landing  gears  and  wheel  chairs. 
Characteristic  Curves — Easiest  way  to  distinguish  between  a steward  and 
a stewardess. 

Cluster  Joint — A crowded  establishment. 

Commercial  Brass — Persons  of  high  authority. 

Detail  Assembly — The  aft  portion  of  an  airplane. 

Die  Casting — A form  of  gambling. 

Galvanized  Iron — Iron  which  has  been  rapidly  set  in  motion. 

Gamma  Rays — A fraternity  basketball  team  noted  for  their  infiltration  tactics. 
Gliding  Distance — One  half  the  distance  from  an  airplane  to  the  nearest 
landing  area  at  the  time  of  complete  power  failure. 

Hand  Forging — An  illegal  type  of  penmanship. 

Heterodyne  Reception — A private  gathering  attended  by  a motley  assortment 
of  people. 

Hydrogen — An  alcoholic  beverage  composed  of  water  and  gin. 

Induction  System — A network  of  draft  boards. 

Involute — One  who  acts  involuntarily. 

Jury  Strut — A dance  popular  in  legal  circles. 

Lap  Joint — A bar  or  other  establishment  having  private  booths  and/or  dim 
lighting. 

Lightening  Holes — The  process  of  removing  stuff  from  empty  holes  in  order 
to  reduce  the  weight  thereof. 

Lock  Washer— One  who  washes  locks. 

Low  Brass — An  immediate  superior. 

Mach  Number — A quantity  encountered  in  flying,  one  of  which  is  enough  of. 
Magnetic  Equator — An  automatic  calculating  machine. 

Master  Oscillator — One  who  is  adept  at  kissing. 

Mating  Jig — An  animal  husbandry  accessory. 

Maxwell’s  Theorem — States  that  coffee  is  “good  to  the  last  drop.” 

Medium  Bomber — One  who  practices  the  suppression  of  spiritualistic  arts  by 
violent  means. 

Micrometer — A very  small  meter. 

Moment  of  Inertia — A short  period  of  hesitancy. 

Nominal  Capacity — The  amount  of  nominal  that  can  be  put  in  any  given 
container. 

Ohmmeter — One  who  eats  ohms  (Ohm  cooking,  ohm-made  jam,  etc.) 

Orsat  Apparatus — A substitute  or  imitation  apparatus. 

Pylon — All  aboard. 

Race  Rotation — Practised  by  totalitarian  gov’ts.  Similar  to  crop  rotation, 
but  more  fun. 

Resisting  Moment — A short  moment  during  which  a cold  front  exists.  Usually 
occurs  immediately  prior  to  mutual  inductance. 

Skin  Drag — A dance  held  in  a nudist  colony. 

(Continued  on  Page  14) 


Hart  House 
Debates 

We  Skulemen  know  we’re  superior  to 
Artsmen  (’scuse  naughty  word)  and  the 
fact  isn’t  disputed  on  Engineering  terri- 
tory. We  can  beat  all  contestants  in  the 
Chariot  Races,  win  the  Band  Contest  and 
nab  all  the  prettiest  Freshies.  However, 
these  are  our  own  fields  in  which  we’re 
expected  to  excel.  To  enlighten  the  Arts 
types,  ignorant  of  the  language  and 
methods  of  Engineers,  we  have  to  trounce 
them  on  their  own  territory,  and  one  of 
the  best  spots  we  can  think  of  is  the 
debating  floor. 

In  the  first  Hart  House  debate  this  ses- 
sion, we  not  only  won  the  vote,  but  for 
once  had  a half-decent  turnout.  This  is 
most  unusual,  commendable  . . . stupend- 
ous! Once  more  we  use  the  hackneyed 
phrase  “Let’s  keep  it  up.”  Hart  House  De- 
bates can  use  the  penetrating  intelligence  of 
the  Engineer.  The  double-talk  of  the  Arts- 
men may  be  good  enough  for  the  U.C. 
Parliament,  but  they  must  be  shown  it 
just  won’t  do  if  they’re  going  to  keep 
pace  with  S.P.S. 

So  if  we  continue  to  make  a showing 
and  come  out  to  support  our  men,  we’ll 
show  these  Northerners  just  why  Engin- 
eers are  so  successful  in  sales,  and  all 
their  other  endeavours.  Skule  HAS  it 
everyway ! 

See  you  in  the  Debating  future! 


Skule  Nite 
Thru  The  Years 

Just  out  of  interest,  we  flipped  through 
the  old  files  the  other  night  to  see  if  we 
could  dig  up  something  on  the  history  of 
Skule  Nite.  For  the  benefit  of  those  who 
haven’t  been  around  here  long,  we  reprint 
what  we  found  below. 

It  seems  that  School  Night  was  the 
brain  wave  of  the  19 22-23  Engineering 
Society,  and  was  built  on  the  idea  of  the 
“Spasm”  presented  by  S.P.S.  two  years 
before. 

Spasm  was  a revue  consisting  of  many 
skits  presented  by  the  various  courses  and 
groups  of  the  faculty.  The  first  Spasm 
was  held  on  March  2,  1921.  It  went  under 
the  title  of  “The  Ngynyrs  in  Spasms”  and 
comprised  a total  of  13  various  acts.  The 
music  was  supplied  by  the  Village  Toike 
Oikestra  and  at  that  time  the  audience 
was  asked  to  remove  shoes  and  stockings 
whenever  the  orchestra  played  “How  Dry 
I am.” 

These  shows  were  presented  in  either 
Massey  Hall  or  Convocation  Hall  as  only 
skits  were  part  of  the  program. 

Two  years  later  on  January  29,  the 
present  day  edition  of  School  Night  made 
(Co?itinued  on  Page  14) 
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SPORTOIKE 

It  has  often  been  said,  and  bears  repeating,  that  Skule  is  the  best 
faculty  on  the  campus.  In  order  to  point  this  out  this  column  will 
direct  some  attention  to  the  number  of  Skulemen  occupying  key  posi- 
tions on,  and  playing  for  the  senior  “Blue”  teams. 

It  is  felt  that  in  the  past  Skule  has  been  a little  shy  in  throwing 
out  its  chest  about  its  stalwarts  representing  the  University  of 
Toronto  whether  it  be  football,  soccer,  basketball,  or  track,  and  a 
little  publicity  along  that  line  would  be  a good  thing.  These  fellows 
are  all  upholding  the  name  of  S.P.S.  in  intercollegiate  athletics,  and 
earn  just  as  many  points  for  Skule  in  the  T.  A.  Reed  Trophy  race  as 
those  competing  in  interfaculty  leagues. 

The  first  Varsity  team  that  comes  to  mind  is,  of  course,  the  foot- 
ball Blues.  Who  do  we  find  here  doing  the  play  calling,  and  generally 
directing  operations  from  the  quarter-back  spot  but  Alex  Lawson. 
“Lie”  is  an  old  hand  at  the  game,  having  played  on  the  triumphant 
Varsity  team  in  1948  at  end  (along  with  Bruce  Cummings,  now  with 
Ottawa  Roughriders.  in  the  kicking  half  slot — also  from  S.P.S.  natch ! ) 
when  they  stashed  the  Yates  Hardware  into  the  Trophy  Cabinet  in 
Hart  House,  for  the  first  time  after  the  war.  He  missed  the  academic 
boat  in  1949-1950,  and  so  was  ineligible  for  intercollegiate  competi- 
tion, but  he  kept  his  football  up  to  par  by  coaching  Junior  Skule 
that  season. 

Added  to  the  Blues  roster  this  year  is  hard-running  Bill  McEar- 
lane,  and  pass-catching  Hank  Tamowski.  Both  moved  up  to  the 
Senior  Blues  this  season  after  playing  for  the  Intermediates  last  year. 
Bob  Leeming  is  also  up  from  last  year’s  Little  Blues. 

Now  we  turn  to  soccer  .and  here  the  Senior  Soccer  Blues  might 
just  as  well  have  had  on  yellow  and  blue  uniforms  for  the  last  few 
years,  so  numerous  have  been  the  Skulemen  on  the  team.  Last  year 
six  of  the  eleven  players  were  Skulemen.  and  this  year  five  are  on  the 
squad.  We  have  Doug  Moffat  in  the  key  position  at  centre-half,  in 
his  third  year  with  the  Blues.  Ole  Friele,  Ken  Jessop,  and  Manuel 
Atucha  have  all  moved  up  from  the  intermediates,  and  Jose  Atucha. 
Manuel’s  brother,  is  also  with  the  Senior  Blues. 

In  track  and  field  we  have  that  smooth  middle-distance  star  Eric 
Kofmel,  who  has  been  chasing  Phizz-Ed’s  Murray  Gaziuk  the  last  few 
years  in  interfaculty  meets.  Eric  has  not  managed  to  catch  him  yet. 
but  they  pool  their  resources  in  intercollegiate  circles  to  haul  off  quite 
a few  points  for  Varsity.  Along  with  Eric  we  have  Larry  Geigh  and 
Smith  as  candidates  in  the  sprints  and  the  high  jump. 

There  you  have  them,  men  — all  these  and  many  others  who  are 
out  carrying  the  torch  for  dear  old  S.P.S. 


Tennis 

This  year  Skule  won  the  interfaculty 
tennis  championship  in  the  senior  (expert) 
division  after  coming  second  last  year. 
Gert  Lukk  once  again  paced  the  Skulemen, 
winning  the  individual  title  from  Jack 
Coles  of  Victoria.  Gert  then  turned  around 
and  teamed  up  with  Jack  to  win  the 
doubles  crown,  and  became  the  top  man 
on  the  intercollegiate  team  which  finished 
in  a three  way  tie  for  the  championship. 

Manager  of  the  interfaculty  entry,  Jack 
Little,  made  the  Intermediate  intercollegi- 
ate team  as  he  advanced  to  the  quarter 
finals  in  the  interfaculty  meet.  Other 
Skulemen  to  reach  the  same  round  were 


There  was  a young  man  named  McComb 
Who  was  cleaning  his  pants  in  his  home. 
He  used  gasoline  — 

That’s  the  last  that  was  seen 
Of  McComb  or  his  pants  or  his  home. 


Hob  Hubbs,  Tony  Seljak.  J.  D.  Walking- 
ton.  and  G.  Jamieson.  The  rest  of  the 
senior  team  were  N.  E.  Sampson,  R. 
Leigh,  N.  E.  Law,  H.  Peacock,  D.  Dos 
Santos,  R.  Dickinson,  T.  Andresen.  K. 
Jarvis,  and  K.  Robertson.  All  but  one  of 
these  reached  the  second  round,  and  in 
that  and  the  succeeding  rounds  many 
matches  were  all  Skule.  Skule  was  able 
to  enter  fifteen  players  as  some  of  the 
other  faculties  did  not  enter  the  usual 
eight. 


Soccer 

Senior  Skule  are  out  after  their  second 
championship  in  two  years.  Most  of  last 
year’s  stalwarts  are  back.  In  goal  Tommy 
Andresen  is  again  one  of  the  best  on  the 
campus.  In  front  of  him  Ron  Lee  and 
Finn  Dahlin  at  the  fullback  positions  and 
Ole  Friele  at  centre  half  give  Senior  Skule 
the  same  air-tight  defence  as  last  year. 
With  speedy  A1  Bowler  and  Tony  Seljak 
up  from  the  Juniors  and  the  dependable 
trio  of  Wally  Chippendale.  Frank  Canzi. 
and  John  Kahn  back,  the  forward  line  is 
again  the  most  dangerous  in  the  league. 
Along  with  Friele  on  the  halfline  are 
veteran  Per  Berg-Johannessen  and  former 
Junior,  Miller.  In  case  of  any  injuries 
D.  Wilson,  B.  Harolloslyn,  and  F.  Gill  are 
the  substitutes. 

Senior  Skule  is  grouped  with  Senior  Vic, 
U.C.,  and  Trinity  A’s. 

Gone  is  last  year's  manager,  Lang  Mof- 
fat, who  managed  the  Senior  Skule  hockey 
team  to  the  Jenning  s Cup  as  well  as  the 
soccer  team  to  the  Art’s  Cup.  His  place 
is  capably  filled  by  Jimmy  Allan,  who  was 
one  of  the  stars  of  the  Senior  Blues  soccer 
and  rugger  teams  last  year.  This  season 
Jim  was  sidelined  with  torn  ligaments  in 
his  knee. 

Many  of  last  year's  Junior  Skule  players 
are  gone  but  several  halfbacks  and  full- 
backs remain  to  form  the  nucleus  for  this 
year.  Wally  Suboch  and  Dick  Machut 
are  in  the  fullback  spots  in  front  of  Tom 
McCann.  The  halfline  is  composed  of 
Gord  West,  Ted  Gritanakis.  and  Bob  Kort- 
hals.  Up  front  are  Harv  Wareham,  A. 
Lycoudis,  Mat  Derzai  (captain),  G. 
Found,  and  T.  Barwick.  In  reserve  are 
Ron  Garvie  and  Kramarasick.  Junior 
Skule  is  grouped  with  Senior  Meds. 
Emmanual,  and  St.  Mikes. 

This  year  Skule  was  the  only  faculty  to 
add  to  the  number  of  soccer  teams  that  it 
fielded.  This  new  team  is  called  the  Skule- 
Thirds  and  is  grouped  with  Trinity  B's, 
Pre-Med.  Architecture,  and  Junior  Vic. 
Many  of  the  players  are  freshmen  and  so 
the  team  serves  as  a farm  club  for  future 
Junior  and  Senior  Teams.  The  team  is 
composed  of  the  following:  Springle. 

Kramarasick.  .Assad.  Vanderbrugh,  Wylie. 
Thomson.  Eroei.  Barclay.  Couceird.  Spain. 
Sadlon,  Irwin.  Christie,  and  Cox. 


’Twas  the  night  before  Christinas 
And  all  through  the  house 
Not  a creature  was  stirring. 

No  spoons. 

* 5 * 

His  face  flushed  . . . but  being  a good 
engineer  it  flushed  silently. 

O 5?  * 

Sometimes  a man  starts  on  a shoe- 

string and  then  gets  slapped  for  going 
higher. 

* $ * 

“That’s  me  all  over,”  said  the  suicide, 
as  he  hit  the  street  after  jumping  out  of 
the  50th  storey  window. 
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Senior  Rugby 

And  it  came  to  pass  that  on  the  day  of 
our  Lord,  Wednesday,  October  18,  there 
did  stride  onto  the  fields  of  valour  a gilded 
horde,  upon  whose  tunics  was  emblazoned 
the  awe-inspiring  motto — “Engineering.” 
Mighty  men  were  they — large  of  frame 
and  bearded  of  face;  and  of  manner  so 
fierce  as  to  cause  the  few  passing  Arts- 
men  to  tremble  and  grow  pale  even  at  the 
sight  of  them. 

“Lo,”  they  gasped,  “Who  be  these 
mighty  men?  Surely  their  like  has  not 
been  seen  hereabouts  for — oh — these  many 
moons.  Whence  did  they  come?” 

And  a Gen-type  from  out  of  the  watch- 
ing throng  didst  raise  an  admiring  voice 
and  proclaim,  “These  be  a group  of  Skule- 
men,  chosen  from  out  of  the  multitude  and 

What  Are  We 

Fighting  For  ? 

The  T.  A.  Reed  Trophy,  symbolic  of 
intramural  athletic  championship,  is  what 
we  are  fighting  for  in  sports. 

This  trophy  is  awarded  annually  to  the 
faculty  or  college  which  accumulates  the 
larges  number  of  points  in  athletics  dur- 
ing the  year. 

Points  for  the  T.  A.  Reed  Trophy  are 
awarded  for  entering,  winning  a group 
competition,  being  a finalist  and  for  win- 
ning an  interfaculty  championship.  The 
colleges  and  faculties  are  grouped  accord- 
ing to  the  approximate  enrollment.  A 
member  of  a lower  group  gains  more 
points  for  winning  a game  or  a champion- 
ship in  order  to  be  able  to  compete  with 
the  larger  colleges. 

Skule  stands  alone  as  usual  with  a 
larger  male  registration  than  any  other 
entrant  on  the  campus.  Being  in  this  posi- 
tion, we  have  to  enter  many  men  and  win 
many  games  to  lead  the  parade.  For  ex- 
ample, we  get  200  points  for  winning  the 
Mulock  Cup;  Meds  would  get  250,  Trinity 
600  and  Forestry  1200. 

Looking  back  on  the  history  of  the  T.  A. 
Reed  competition,  we  find  that  it  was 
started  in  1936-37.  In  the  first  seven 
years,  we  won  it  five  times.  Since  then, 
we  haven’t  even  seen  the  trophy.  In  these 
last  seven  years,  wre  have  finished  second 
only  once  and  third  only  once.  This  defi- 
nitely suggests  that  Skule  is  hardly  the 
leader  in  sports  today. 

In  latter  years,  it  has  been  demonstrated 
that  a supreme  effort  is  necessary  to  win 
the  trophy.  Forestry,  last  year’s  winner, 
won  the  Mulock  Cup.  Then,  seeing  that 
they  had  a good  chance,  they  put  on  the 
concentrated  drive  that  left  them  in  the 
lead. 

Skulemen — our  time  has  come!  We  will 
fight,  in  the  gym;  we  will  fight,  on  the 
field;  we  will  fight,  on  the  ice;  We  will 
nevah,  surrendah!  Let’s  put  on  that  con- 
centrated drive  now,  and  we  will  take  the 
trophy. 


charged  with  the  glorious  task  of  returning 
to  its  rightful  place,  the  most  honoured 
prize  of  them  all — the  Mulock  Mug.  Even 
yet  do  they  grow  impatient  and  fret  to 
join  in  battle  with  the  Jet  and  Crimson 
horde  from  the  East.” 

On  hearing  this  the  white-lipped  Arts- 
men  didst  tremble  even  more — as  if  strick- 
en by  the  ague.  “Oh  woe!”  they  wailed, 
“Alas  and  alack.  The  day  of  judgment 
doth  approach  and  draw  near  and  we  are 
sore  afraid.  Nevermore  shall  we  place 
our  trust  in  the  golden  words  of  the  “Arts- 
men’s  Gazette.”  For  did  they  not  say  that 
Skule  was  bereft  of  many  stalwarts  of  yes- 
teryear? Upon  this  did  we  base  our  hopes 
— and  now  ’twould  seem  we  are  undone. 
Oh  weepful,  wailful  woe!” 

“But  who  be  these  behemoths  who  do 
manoeuvre  so  bravely  and  dexterously 
through  their  many  formations?” 

Again  there  was  raised  the  voice  of  the 
Gen-type.  “Hear  ye,  Artsmen — and  know 
that  thy  hour  of  reckoning  approacheth. 
Listen,  and  endeavour  to  retain  in  thy 
insipid  brains  these  glorious  names. 

“In  the  front  rank,  marching  bravely 
onward,  o’ercoming  all  adversaries,  are 
such  stalwarts  as  John  Platt,  John  Riddel, 
Jim  Stoyen  and  Vic  Corin.  Yea — and 

Mike  Acton,  Glen  Bowie  and  Bob  Spencer, 
too.  Are  these  not  familiar  to  thy  mem- 
ory, Artsmen?  They  are  well  tried  in  bat- 
tle and  ably  supported  by  a host  of  vali- 
ant cohorts  too  numerous  to  mention.” 

“Oh,  woe,”  cried  the  chorus,  “We  are 
undone!” 

“Hear  me,”  cried  the  Gen-type.  “I  have 
but  begun.  Know  ye  that  defending  our 
flanks  are  such  illustrious  names  as  Beat- 
tie,  Kerr  and  Husband?  Aye,  and  Fisher 
and  Cruise  also.  Surely  a goodly  throng 
to  aid  in  the  forwarding  of  our  cause.” 

Again  cried  the  chorus,  “Woe!” 

“Nay,  I will  not  stop.  Let  him  who 
doth  possess  a weak  heart  and  a jaundiced 
spine  depart,  for  I would  fain  continue. 

“The  list  groweth  long  and  is  as  stud- 
ded with  stars  as  the  heavens  on  a clear 


Junior  Track 

S.P.S.  Junior  Trackmen  have  at  last 
beaten  the  U.C.-P.H.E.  ogre.  After  the 
final  Junior  events,  the  440  and  880  were 
run  off  at  the  Senior  meet.  S.P.S.  Juniors 
were  ahead  with  a total  of  41  points. 

Tauno  Ojala,  a first  year  Skule  man,  took 
top  honours  at  the  meet  copping  firsts  in 
the  220  low  hurdles  and  120  high  hurdles, 
and  a third  and  fourth  in  the  220  sprint 
and  high  jump,  respectively,  to  earn  a 
total  of  13  points. 

Larry  Geigh,  Skule’s  top  junior  sprinter 
of  the  day,  took  first  in  the  220  and  was 
barely  edged  into  second  place  by  Don 
Fawcett  of  U.C.  in  the  100  yard  event. 

Deuchais  and  Bednarz,  both  first  year 
men,  took  first  and  second  in  the  shot  put, 
while  Mat  Bernhardt  and  Frank  Yamada 
took  third  and  fourth,  respectively,  in  the 
broad  jump.  Howie  Greenly  came  through 
for  S.P.S.  with  a second  in  the  mile. 

On  the  day  of  the  Senior  Interfaculty 
meet,  the  Junior  440  and  880  were  run 
off  and  Wesson  gathered  the  6 points  that 
put  S.P.S.  ahead  by  winning  the  880  and 
placing  fourth  in  the  440. 

Of  the  fourteen  events  run  off,  Skule- 
men placed  in  ten. 

Congratulations  to  Skule  champs! 


winter  night.  Such  stars  as  Carr,  Snider, 
Prendergast  and  Lewis  shine  in  their  glory, 
not  in  the  least  eclipsed  by  Bullock,  Bol 
ton,  Ella,  Cohen,  Harrison  and  the  rest. 
Verily  I say  unto  you — a mighty  band — 
well-chosen  for  this  endeavour  and  fully 
equal  to  the  task.” 

“But  who  doth  direct  this  great  mach- 
ine?” called  the  pitiful  voice. 

“A  man  of  great  import,  whose  name  has 
even  yet  thrice  appeared  upon  the  pages 
of  the  “Farcity”  (an  honour  rarely  bestode 
upon  one  of  our  midst)  by  name,  Dave 
Munro.” 

And  at  the  sound  of  this  great  name 
there  did  arise  such  a great  moan — and 
the  poor  Artsmen  did  quit  the  field  never 
again  to  show  their  faces  in  the  company 
of  men,  thus  allowing  the  great  gilded 
horde  to  regain  their  due — the  Mulock 
Mug. 
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I Admire  The  Human  Race 

By  Roger  William  Riis 


(Reprinted  with  Permission  — 

Copyright  1951.  Book-of-the-Month 

Club,  Inc.) 

I admire  the  human  race.  I do 
indeed.  Everybody  is  busy  running 
us  down,  these  days,  for  the  mess 
they  say  we  have  made  here  and 
there  and  everywhere.  Pshaw! 
That's  short-range  stuff,  a worm's-eye 
view  of  our  world.  Over  the 
marching  and  abundant  centuries, 
we  haven't  made  any  mess.  Far 
from  it! 

We  have  done  and  are  doing  a 
better  job  than  anyone  has  a right 
to  expect.  We're  all  right! 

From  the  beginning,  we  found  our- 
selves alone  in  a vast  universe,  and 
not  only  alone  but  the  only  living 
thing  on  this  planet  which  could 
realize  its  loneness.  We  realized  it, 
gave  it  a good  close  look,  and  then 
turned  our  attention  to  making  some- 
thing practical  and  useful  out  of  an 
unprecedented  situation. 

First  of  all,  we  found  for  ourselves 
a light,  a God,  and  we  got  a sense 
of  direction,  a goal  to  work  toward. 
This  was  pretty  clever  of  us,  if  you 
think  of  it  carefully. 

We  proceeded  to  set  up  standards 
for  our  living  together.  Early  in  our 
experience  we  made  the  revolution- 
ary discovery  that  gentleness  and 
kindliness  were  more  practical  than 
brute  strength.  No  other  species 
has  ever  found  that  out  and  used  it 
as  a model  and  practical  code  of 
conduct. 

We  have  in  actual  fact  no  one  we 
need  answer  to,  beyond  ourselves, 
and  yet  we  observe  our  ideal  stand- 
ards in  remarkable  degree.  We  are 
honest  and  trustworthy  one  with 
another  so  that  it  is  the  exception,  it 
is  news,  when  we  commit  a theft. 
We  are  decent  99  per  cent  of  the 
time,  when  we  could  easily  be  vile. 

With  silence  and  mystery  behind 
us  and  ahead  of  us,  we  make  up  gay 
little  songs  and  whistle  them,  and  our 
feet  keep  jig  time  to  them.  We  look 
life  and  fate  in  the  eye,  and  smile. 
I like  that,  and  I admire  the  people 
who  do  it. 

Alone  among  all  living  things,  we 
have  discovered  Beauty,  and  we 
cherish  it,  and  create  it  for  eye  and 
ear.  Alone  among  living  things,  we 
have  the  power  to  look  at  our  envir- 
onment and  criticize  it  and  improve  it. 

Finding  it  necessary  to  live  to- 


gether by  the  millions,  we  created 
for  ourselves  governing  systems 
covering  vast  geographical  spaces. 
Now  we  actually  have  the  thrilling 
and  terrific  idea  of  a world  govern- 
ment, a global  government  to  bring 
justice  to  white  and  black,  to  Eskimo 
and  Afrikander,  rich  and  pcor,  not 
because  any  tribe  is  powerful  and 


can  exact  justice,  but  because  we 
have  conceived  and  created  the  ideal 
of  justice  and  plan  it  for  all  men. 
This  is  great.  This  is  not  the  act  of 
a little  animal,  or  a mean  animal. 
This  is  possible  only  to  a great  ani- 
mal. We  think  in  global  terms.  We 
inhabit  a star,  and  we  know  it. 

( Continued  on  Page  9) 


Monday  Blues 

Homeward  bound  on  Friday  night 
Ambitions  flame  aglow 
This  week-end  I would  not  get  tight 
Nor  wild  oats  would  I sow. 

Reports  on  labs  I d do  them  quick 
No  problems  would  I miss, 

Long  would  burn  the  midnight  wick 
And  spurned  the  willing  kiss. 

So  now  I'm  home  and  dinner  o’er, 

Sharp  pencils  by  my  side, 

Tomes  of  engineering  lore. 

Are  ready  opened  wide. 

Then  suddenly  the  silence  breaks 
The  telephone  I hear 
A dry.  small  voice,  thirstily  quakes 
Come  out  and  drink  some  beer. 

From  there  the  night  grows  strangely  dim 
And  memory  seems  to  fade 
Next  morning  I'm  on  nausea's  rim 
Wishing  that  I were  dade. 

By  two  o'clock.  I feel  so  sore 
To  work  I staunchly  go. 

Then  comes  a knock  upon  the  door 
And  “swish."  I'm  at  a show. 

That  night  we  hit  a wicked  pace 
It  seems  a party’s  planned. 

By  midnight,  before  my  face 
I cannot  see  my  hand. 

Gloomy  Sunday,  I’m  a wreck 
The  sunlight  hurts  my  eyes. 

Ole  head  hangs  limply  on  my  neck 
From  bed.  I cannot  rise. 

Friends  arrive  with  hairs  of  dog 
I really  caivt  resist, 

Now  who  would  think  that  Sunday  night 
I’d  end  up  getting  drunk? 

Monday  morn,  I leave  the  pit 
With  eyes  of  reddish  hues, 

My  visage  grim,  I limply  sit 
And  sing  those  “Monday  Blues. 
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Almost  Out 

There’s  a little  red  Skulehouse 
I know  too  darned  well. 

Four  years  of  its  teachings 
Has  seemed  like  a hell. 

At  first  I was  eager ; 

I wanted  to  learn. 

I worked  like  a dog, 

And  what  did  I earn? 

Four  years  of  forced  labour 
Rewarded  with  sups. 

Treatment  like  that 
Put  me  deep  in  my  cups. 

Till  two  in  the  morning 
O’er  labs  have  I slaved, 

To  gain  much  red  pencil 
From  demies  depraved. 

And  now  as  I finish 
This  last  of  my  years, 

I see  that  I needed 
The  whole  forty  beers. 

And  yet  as  I leave  here 
For  wage-earning  bliss, 

I’ve  got  a suspicion 
That  Skule  I shall  miss. 

Despite  all  the  beefing 
To  Skule  I say  “Cheers!” 

So  lift  up  your  steins 
’52  Engineers. 


I Admire 

( Continued  from  Page  8 ) 

Finding  that  we  have  to  work  to 
stay  alive,  we  work  with  ability 
beyond  imagining.  Out  of  the  earth 
we  take  food,  and  improve  that  food 
year  by  year;  we  take  heat,  and 
light,  so  that  darkness  which  lay 
upon  the  face  of  the  earth  is  dis- 
spelled  by  man-made  light.  We 
enjoy  all  the  myriad  products  of  our 
unparalleled  ingenuity. 

Every  morning  the  necessity  for 
the  day's  work  faces  us.  And  we  go 
and  do  a day's  work,  with  an  overall 
average  effectiveness  and  persever- 
ance that  is  amazing,  considering 
many  of  the  jobs. 

Of  a persistence,  a daring  and  in- 
genuity impossible  to  surpass,  we 
find  ways  to  move  easily  under  the 
water  and  through  the  air.  Now  we 
speculatively  eye  our  neighboring 
planets.  It  should  astound  no  one  if 


Wooing  Is  An  Art 


"Don't  hit  little  girls,”  mother  told  me 
at  age  three.  By  the  time  I was  old 
enough  to  have  a few  dates  under  my  belt, 
mother  had  a long  song  and  dance  lined  up. 

“Girls  don’t  like  men  who  are  rude  and 
crude.  They  don’t  like  them  to  be  un- 
kempt and  not  neat,  so  be  sure  you’re 
neat  as  a pin  always,  and  remember,  always 
be  polite.”  I was  mother’s  little  Angel. 

My  high  school  buddy,  Red  McFaren, 


man  one  day  begins  to  move  among 
these  planets.  How  shall  I not  ad- 
mire such  a creature?  Daunted  by 
nothing,  his  horizons  constantly 
recede,  the  territories  of  his  posses- 
sion and  use  expand  and  expand. 

Whenever  he  comes  to  an  impass- 
able -obstacle,  an  apparently  final 
barrier,  he  goes  to  work  at  it  and, 
in  due  time,  surpasses  it.  If  he  has 
limits,  I do  not  see  where  they  are. 
I do  not  think  he  has  limits.  I think 
he  is  a child  of  the  universe  who  in- 
herits eternity.  I think  he  is  wonder- 
ful, I am  his  devoted  partisan,  and  I 
am  proud  indeed  to  be  one  of  him. 


was  a woman-hater  from  the  word  go.  A 
big  guy  with  messy-looking  hair,  he  would 
have  none  of  them.  “Sissie,”  he’d  call 
them,  and  go  on  his  merry  way.  Merry 
way?  Oh,  sure,  with  a pack  of  gorgeous 
dollies  just  clambering  down  the  trail  after 
him.  He  went  into  Engineering  at  uni- 
versity. 

I took  Honour  English,  of  course. 
Mother’s  parting  advice  was  not  to  forget 
my  manners,  and  that  women  were  made 
to  be  chivalrous  for,  etc.,  blah,  blah,  blah. 
Some  time  after  I arrived,  I managed  to 
get  a date  with  a very  cute  brunette 
named  Cynthia  who  was  in  my  course.  I 
slicked  down  my  hair,  shined  up  my  shoes, 
shaved  with  great  care  and  liberal  after- 
shave lotion,  and  put  on  my  best  behaviour. 

Cynthia  was  fascinating.  I took  her 
flowers  several  times,  at  no  small  cost  to 
me,  and  I took  her  candy  and  chocolates 
on  many  a Saturday  night.  Always  this 
girl  had  that  dreamy,  faraway  look  when 
we  went  out,  and  I thought  she  was  in 
love  with  me.  But  we  hadn’t  even  reached 
the  hand-holding  stage,  and  I was  so 
frustrated  I could  almost  pull  the  clothes 
off  her  . . . well,  I might  toy  with  the 

( Continued  on  Page  10) 
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Wooing 

( Continued  from  Page  9) 
kerchief  around  her  neck.  Then  she  met 
an  Engineer! 

And  that  was  about  as  far  as  I ever 
got.  Dinner  dates  seemed  to  thrive  on 
me.  They’d  eat  like  horses,  finagle  me 
into  taking  them  to  places  where  some 
Engineer  that  they  wanted  to  meet  might 
be,  and  then  let  me  know  what  a sweet 
boy  I had  been. 

I decided  to  change  my  style.  Maybe 
mother  was  wrong!  So  along  comes  Linda, 
a well  filled  sweater  type  with  that  come- 
on  look  in  her  eye.  I determined  that  I 
should  give  her  a semi-rough  time  like  the 
Engineers  do. 

“Guess  Who?”  is  how  I always  called 
her  up,  and  after  she  had  guessed  a few 
dozen  times,  I let  her  in  on  the  fact  that 
it  was  itsy  bitsy  me.  When  we  stood 
around  at  a cocktail  party,  I always 
answered  for  both  of  us,  saying  casually, 
“WE  don’t  care  for  any  drinks,  thank  you.” 

Boy,  did  she  get  burned.  She  also 
steamed  a little  when  I insisted  on  eating 
popcorn  and  chewing  bubble  gum  in  the 
movies.  I was  making  a terrific  hit, 
though  Linda  sure  wouldn’t  admit  how 
much  she  loved  it. 

I decided  to  get  really  fresh  with  her. 
The  first  thing  I knew,  she  had  all  but 
broken  my  wrist  with  her  elbow,  and 
clubbed  my  hand  with  one  of  her  shoes, 
which  she  had  slipped  off.  But  I wasn’t 
defeated,  and  the  next  date  she  came  back 
for  more. 

“You  darling,”  she  whispered,  and  then 
she  bit  me  until  I almost  went  through 
the  roof!  What  a temper,  I thought,  as 
I was  kicked  in  the  stomach.  Linda  of  the 
fiery  temper  was  really  on  a rampage,  and 
the  names  she  called  me!  And  she  meant 
every  one  of  them! 

“Me?  Go  out?  Are  you  kidding, 
buddy?  Look,  I’m  in  this  university  to 
study  and  learn  something,  not  chase 
around  like  you  guys  after  women.  After 
all,  I'm  here  for  an  education.”  And  be- 
lieve me,  I'm  getting  it. 

Next  year  I’m  transferring  to  Engineer- 
ing. 


NEW  E.A.A.  POLICY 

This  year  the  Engineering  Athletic 
Association  is  adopting  a new  policy  de- 
signed to  inform  everyone  of  who  does 
what  in  the  Athletic  Association.  Each 
member  of  the  Athletic  Association  will  be 
responsible  for  a group  of  sports.  The 
member’s  name  and  phone  number  will  be 
listed  on  a poster  in  the  Little  Red  Skule 
House,  and  along  side  his  name  will  be 
the  names  and  phone  numbers  of  all  man- 
agers looking  after  the  various  teams  which 
are  playing  the  particular  sport  with  which 
the  member  is  concerned.  As  a result,  any 
star  tiddly-wink  player  from  Timbucthree 
will  be  able  to  locate  the  person  directly 
concerned  with  his  respective  sport,  and 
will  be  suitably  put  to  work  earning  points 
for  dear  old  S.P.S. 


Shonnet  Shixshty  Sheven 

Alack,  what  poverty  a thirst  brings  forth, 

For  having  such  a scope  to  hit  my  stride, 

My  pocket  book,  all  bare,  is  of  less  worth, 

Than  all  the  butterflies  I feel  inside. 

O,  blame  me  not,  that  I did  get  so  tight. 

Man!  Was  that  a party!  What  a pace! 

It  over-goes  my  blunt  invention  quite 
To  recompense  myself  for  such  disgrace. 

It  seemed  not  sinful  then,  striving  to  bend 
An  elbow  that  was  lubricated  well; 

But,  sob,  I find  that  now  I must  amend 
For  deeds  of  which  I hesitate  to  tell. 

And  more,  much  more,  than  in  my  verse  can  sit, 
Excuse  me,  I must  go  and  have  a Bromo! 


C om  f)  t im  a its 
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Santa  Scoop 

The  mighty  implement  of  journalism  you 
see  depicted  on  this  page,  a very  short 
distance  to  the  right,  is  symbolic  of  the 
Spirit  of  Christmas  (somewhat  like  the 
Skule  Spirit  only  very  much  weaker)  which 
manifests  itself  around  this  campus  to- 
wards the  end  of  the  fall  term. 

The  staff  of  our  petty  rival  to  the  north, 
the  Artsman’s  Anemograph,  obviously 
overcome  by  the  spirit  of  the  occasion, 
presented  this  scale  model  of  an  Engineer- 
ing master-piece  to  “TOIKE-OIKE”  at 
the  Blue  and  White  Christmas  party  last 
December. 

Perhaps  more  than  anything  else  this 
miniature  sheet  iron  production  symbolizes 
the  rather  high  esteem  in  which  we  are 
held  by  these  weak-kneed  Artsmen.  They 
are  apparently  quite  appreciative  of  the 
fact  that  there  is  very  little  material  for 
the  shovel  treatment  in  our  publication. 
Otherwise  they  would  surely  have  pro- 
vided us  with  equipment  of  more  than 
two-ounce  capacity. 

As  coincidence  would  have  it,  and  with 
no  idea  of  what  was  to  be  bestowed  upon 
us  by  the  Campus  Rag,  our  staff  dug  deep 
into  their  very  empty  and  bullet  riddled 
storage  bins  (commonly  known  as  trouser 
pockets),  bade  their  soleless  shoes  beat  the 
hard  city  pavement  to  the  nearest  five  and 
ten,  and  there  in  fair  exchange  procured 
for  these  poor,  struggling  journalists  a toy- 
snow  shovel. 

One  might  at  first  glance  comment  that 
this,  in  a similar  manner,  indicated  our 
high  opinion  of  the  Farcity.  However,  to 
clear  up  any  misunderstandings,  we  hasten 
to  assure  our  readers  that  it  instead  shows 
our  fine  understanding  of  just  what  ails 
the  student  daily.  This  implement  was,  of 
course,  meant  to  be  employed  in  the  man- 
ner its  name  suggests,  for  snow-shovelling. 
By  removing  all  the  snow  from  the  walks 
surrounding  U.C.  in  small  spadefulls,  it 
was  felt  that  the  Varsity  staff  might  col- 
lect the  dose  of  red  corpuscles  of  which 
they  display  such  an  outstanding  defici- 
ency. 

The  Blue  and  White  Christmas  Party  is 
held  each  year  in  Convocation  Hall.  At  it 
each  faculty  on  the  campus  is  supposed  to 
present  to  its  dearest  friend  or  rival  among 
the  others,  a token  of  goodwill.  Besides 
the  exchange  mentioned  above,  last  year, 
S.P.S.  presented  Meds  with  a meat  cleaver, 
while  Meds  retaliated  with  40  pints  of 
milk  (with  this  and  the  Pablum  they  left 
us  at  last  year’s  auction,  it  looks  as  though 
they  are  genuinely  concerned  over  our 
health).  Vic  donated  a skunk  for  the 
amusement  of  U.C.  which  Bob  Dnieper 
fittingly  received  on  their  behalf. 

This  affair  is  open  to  all  students  and  is 
really  a hell  of  a lot  of  fun.  It  will  be 
publicized  in  the  Varsity  ahead  of  time,  so 
you  might  keep  an  eye  open  for  it. 

Right  now  we  are  lost  in  thought, 
malicious  leers  shadowing  our  more  solemn 
expressions.  . . . What  will  we  give  it 
this  year  ? ! ! ? 


PHOTO  BY  W.  J.  ASSAD 


For  a better  understanding  of  mining  . . . 

MINING  AND  MILLING 
EXPLAINED 

ONE  DOLLAR 

Illustrated  — Layman's  Language  — Large  Print 

Northern  Miner  Press  Limited, 

122  Richmond  St.  West, 

Toronto  1,  Ontario. 

Enclosed  find  $ . for. copies  of  "Mining 

and  Milling  Explained". 

NAME 

ADDRESS : 

(Add  15c  for  exchange  on  out-of-town  cheques) 

Charges  or  C.O.D.  Orders  mill  not  be  accepted , 
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DINNER! 


The  expectant  and  well-armed  chap  you 
see  on  this  page  is  a typical  Skuleman 
about  to  tackle  a fine  dinner  in  pleasant 
surroundings  and  amiable  company.  When 
he  has  quaffed  his  final  cup  of  coffee  and 
his  countenance  has  acquired  that  well- 
satisfied  glow,  he  will  relax  in  his  chair 
and  hear  an  interesting  and  informative 
talk  by  an  outstanding  man. 

At  the  present  moment,  we  are  not  sure 
of  the  menu  but  we  do  know  a few  facts 
about  the  rest  of  the  program. 

This  year,  the  Skule  Dinner  will  be  held 
in  the  Great  Hall  on  the  evening  of  Wed- 
nesday, December  5th  at  6:45  o’clock. 
The  guest  speaker  will  be  Mr.  Hans 
Lundberg,  the  well-known  Swedish  geolo- 
gist and  geophysicist. 

Mr.  Lundberg  heads  the  firm  of  Lund- 
berg Explorations,  responsible  for  the 
discovery  of  two  of  the  largest  iron  de- 
posits in  the  world.  One  of  these  deposits 
is  in  Sweden  and  the  other  one  is  in 
Labrador. 

S.P.S.  is  very  fortunate  in  having  the 
privilege  of  hearing  a talk  by  Mr.  Lund- 
berg because  he  is  an  authority  in  his  field 
and  a rather  busy  man. 

To  illustrate  this  latter  point,  here  is 
a brief  account  of  his  program  for  the 


next  few  weeks.  He  is  in  Mexico  at  the 
moment  and  is  expected  back  in  Toronto 
on  November  5th.  On  November  9th,  he  is 
leaving  for  Sweden,  will  be  back  in  time 
to  speak  at  the  Skule  Dinner  and  starts 
west  on  December  6th. 

The  evening's  program  will  be  rounded 
out  by  several  other  entertaining  speeches 
and  the  presentation  of  scholarship  certifi- 
cates. All  scholarship  winners  are  asked 
to  attend  in  order  that  they  may  be  handed 


their  official  something  or  others. 

Plans  are  being  made  for  a big  stag 
after  the  dinner  and  the  entertainment  and 
jovial  etc.,  etc.,  promise  to  make  the 
evening  complete. 

Be  sure  to  get  your  tickets  early  and 
come  prepared  to  have  a fine  time. 


Definition  of  a bustle  — A deceitful 
seatfull. 


FEMALE  FORMSHEET 


If  She's  a Freshman 

Sophomore 

Junior 

Senior 

She  blushes  at  naughty 
jokes. 

She  smiles  at  naughty 
jokes. 

She  laughs  at  naughty 
jokes. 

She  tells  naughty  jokes. 

She  thinks  a college  educa- 
tion leads  to  things  social, 
cultural  and  academic. 

She  thinks  a college  edu- 
cation leads  to  things  social 
and  cultural. 

She  thinks  a college  edu- 
cation leads  to  things 
social. 

She  thinks  a college  edu- 
cation leads  to  things. 

She  thinks  midnight  is  late. 

She  thinks  midnight  is 
pretty  late. 

She  thinks  midnight  isn’t 
so  late. 

She  thinks  midnight  is 
midnight. 

She  reads  “What  Every 
Young  Girl  Should  Know.” 

She  reads  “How  to  Win 
F ri  e n d s and  Influence 
People.” 

She  reads  “The  Art  of 
Love.” 

She  reads  “Care  and  Feed- 
ing of  Infants.” 

She  won’t  date  a boy  who 
has  ever  had  a drink. 

She  won’t  date  a boy  who 
has  just  had  a drink. 

She  won’t  date  a boy  who 
has  had  over  one  drink. 

She  won’t  date  a boy  un- 
less he  drinks. 

She  tells  her  mother 
everything. 

She  tells  her  room-mate 
everything. 

She  tells  her  diary  every- 
thing. 

She  doesn't  tell  anybody 
anything. 

She  likes  to  smooch. 

She  likes  to  smooch. 

She  likes  to  smooch. 

She  likes  to  smooch 

Her  motto:  “Mother 

Knows  Best.” 

Her  motto:  “Death  Before 
Dishonor.” 

Her  motto:  “Nothing  Ven- 
tured. Nothing  Gained.” 

Her  motto:  “Boys  Will  be 

Boys.” 
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your  president  Forty — Our  Forte 


I think  that  I shall  never  hear 
A poem  lovely  as  a beer; 

A beer  whose  gentle  effervesce 
Can  seem  so  like  your  hand’s  caress. 

I like  both  you  and  beer,  my  one, 

But  beer,  I think,  is  much  more  fun ; 

I like  the  way  it  dulls  my  nerves 
And  makes  your  angles  turn  to  curves ; 

I look  through  beer’s  warm  lovely  glow 
And  all  my  inhibitions  show. 

So  what  care  I for  you,  my  dear, 

When  all  I want  is  one  more  beer. 

— Anon. 


\**t*uME  HTSL'Xirl 


SOLE  CANADIAN  REPRESENTATIVES  FOR  THE 
FAMOUS  DIETZGEN  DRAWING  INSTRUMENTS. 

We  carry  a full  line  of 
Draughting  and  Engineering  Supplies 


INSTRUMENTS  (1951)  LTD. 

14  ADELAIDE  ST.  W.  TORONTO 


The  smiling:  gentleman  pictured  above 
is  your  hard-working  Engineering  Society 
President.  Due  to  circumstances  beyond 
our  control,  his  picture  did  not  appear  in 
the  September  issue.  But  now,  due  to 
circumstances  beyond  Sherk’s  control, 
here  he  is,  chaps;  remember  him  and 
should  he  ever  ask  your  assistance,  help 
him  if  you  possibly  can  because  he’s 
working  for  you. 


Wha  Hoppen’? 

I had  12  bottles  of  whiskey  in  my  cellar 
and  my  wife  told  me  to  empty  them  down 
the  sink,  OR  ELSE — 

THIS  IS  WHAT  HAPPENED 

I pulled  the  cork  from  the  first  bottle 
and  poured  the  contents  down  the  sink, 
with  the  exception  of  one  glass  which  I 
drank. 

I extracted  the  cork  from  the  second 
bottle  and  did  likewise,  except  for  one 
glass  which  I drank. 

I then  withdrew  the  cork  from  the  third 
bottle  and  emptied  the  good  old  booze 
down  the  sink,  except  for  one  glass  which 
I drank. 

I pulled  the  cork  from  the  fourth  sink 
and  poured  the  bottle  down  the  glass, 
which  I drank. 

I pulled  the  bottle  from  the  cork  of  the 
next  drink  and  drank  one  sink  out  of  it 
and  poured  the  rest  down  the  glass. 

I pulled  the  sink  out  of  the  next  glass, 
and  poured  the  cork  down  the  bottle. 

I pulled  the  next  cork  out  of  my  throat 
and  poured  the  sink  down  the  bottle  and 
drank  the  glass. 

Then  I corked  the  sink  with  the  glass, 
bottled  the  drink  and  drank  the  pour. 

When  I had  everything  emptied,  I 
steadied  the  house  with  one  hand,  added 


the  bottles  and  corks  which  added  up  to 
twenty-nine. 

To  be  sure,  I counted  them  again  as 
they  came  by,  and  this  time  I had  74. 

And,  as  the  house  came  by,  I counted 
them  the  third  time,  and  finally  I had  all 
the  houses,  bottles,  corks  and  glasses  ex- 
cept one  house  and  one  bottle,  which  I 
drank. 

IT  WAS  ALL  MY  WIFE’S  FAULT. 


One  fine  day  in  the  middle  of  summer, 
three  French  cats  named  Un,  Deux  and 
Trois  went  sailing.  Out  in  the  middle  of 
the  lake,  the  boat  sprang  a leak  and  un, 
deux,  trois,  quatre,  cinq. 


Then  there’s  the  sad  tale  of  the 
daschund  who  met  his  end  going  around 
a lamp  post.  (Post  mortem,  no  doubt.) 

“My,  how  on  earth  did  you  come  to  get 
so  completely  intoxicated?”  asked  the 
judge. 

“I  got  in  bad  company,  Your  Honor. 
You  see,  there  were  four  of  us.  I had  a 
bottle  of  whiskey  and  the  other  three 
didn’t  touch  the  stuff.” 

Husband:  “Well,  my  dear,  I have  carried 
you  safely  over  all  the  rough  places  of 
life,  haven’t  I?” 

Wife:  “Yes,  and  I don’t  think  you’ve 
missed  any  of  them.” 
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Debates  Club 

The  S.P.S.  Debates  Club  opened  the 
year  with  a hilarious  discussion  on  the 
motion : 

‘‘Resolved  that  Coeds  do  not  make  good 
dates."’  Heinz  Feldberg,  Grad.,  and  John 
Cocking,  Illrd  Electrical,  supported  the 
motion  while  Laurry  “Speedy”  Samuels 
and  Gerry  Johnson  opposed  it. 

The  cast  played  to  a full  house.  There 
were  people  in  all  the  seats,  on  the  stairs 
and  in  all  available  standing  room,  proving 
that  sex  is  still  too  popular  in  S.P.S.  There 
were  about  250  Engineers  present.  ( Ed  s 
note:  It’s  rather  sad  that  a debate  of  this 
type  draws  a larger  audience  than  a Gen- 
eral Meeting  of  the  Engineering  Society 
with  an  excellent  speaker  on  a technical 
subject  of  high  interest  to  all.) 

The  audience  at  the  debate  was  well 
rewarded.  In  one  of  the  best  and  most 
humorous  speeches  ever  delivered  inside 
Skule,  Feldberg  “laid  bare  the  facts”  and 
“uncovered  the  naked  truth”  on  this  sub- 
ject and  went  on  to  completely  vanquish 
the  coeds.  Gerry  was  her  usual  beautiful 
self  and  this  seemed  to  satisfy  most  of  the 
male  audience. 

By  the  time  this  issue  reaches  your 
hands,  the  second  debate  will  have  taken 
place.  It  is  an  open  forum  on  the  ques- 
tion of  a student  union. 

These  debates  will  be  held  regularly 
throughout  the  school  year  and  will  be 
on  subjects  of  general  and  timely  interest. 


“Has  your  wife  changed  very  much  since 
you  married  her?” 

“I’ll  say  she  has — my  habi's,  my  friends, 
and  my  hours.” 

A father  called  in  his  six-year-old 
daughter  and  explained  to  her  that  the 
gardener  had  found  a lovely  little  sister 
for  her  early  that  morning  in  the  cabbage 
patch,  and  asked  her  to  write  her  older 
brother  at  boarding  school  and  tell  him 
the  news.  Curiosity  overtook  the  old  man 
and  he  read  the  letter  before  the  postman 
picked  it  up.  It  read:  “Deal-  Jack,  you 
owe  me  a buck.  It’s  a girl.” 

A travelling  salesman  was  registering  at 
a small  ho'el  when  a bed  bug  crawled 
slowlv  across  the  page  of  the  register. 
“Well,”  said  the  salesman,  “I’ve  been 
bitten  by  all  sorts  of  bugs  in  all  sorts  of 
hotels,  but  this  is  the  first  time  that 
they’re  ever  come  down  to  see  what  room 
I'm  registering  in.” 


Skule  Nite 

( Continued  from  Page  5 ) 

its  first  appearance  in  Hart  House  Theatre. 
The  Engineering  Society  had  to  use  their 
best  persuasive  methods  in  order  to  obtain 
the  theatre  for  such  a show,  as  this  was 
the  first  time  any  affair  of  this  calibre 
had  made  an  appearance.  Permission  also 
had  to  be  granted  for  the  bringing  of  fe- 
males into  Hart  House.  This  paved  the 
way  for  other  colleges  to  use  the  theatre. 

The  Spasms  was  something  new  in  the 
line  of  entertainment  in  the  University 
and  was  free  to  the  students  of  S.P.S.  The 
night  consisted  of  a revue,  dancing  to  three 
orchestras  (Toike  Oikestra.  Meds  and 
Dents  arranged  to  play  at  each  others 
functions  gratis)  and  food. 

In  1924  the  3rd  Stunt  Night  cost  the 
students  70  cents  and  included  a show, 
dancing  and  supper. 

Down  through  time  passed  School  Night 
and  each  year  saw  bigger  and  better 
shows.  Even  in  those  days  two  shows 
were  presented  during  the  evening  and  in 
1939  due  to  the  increased  enrollment  the 
skit  was  shown  three  times. 

Various  spellings  of  School  Night  were 
used  but  the  most  common  was  School 
Nite,  although  Skule  Nite  is  now  in  vogue. 

The  1943  presentation  of  the  Engineer- 
ing revue  was  one  of  the  biggest  affairs. 
As  well  as  two  large  cast  skits,  there  were 
six  dancing  rooms  where  various  sources  of 
music  were  heard,  a show  in  the  Hart 
House  pool,  a magician  and  all  types  of 
games. 

School  Night  4T7  was  presented  on  two 
nites  due  to  the  inauguration  of  Ajax.  And 
so.  as  the  enrollment  continued  to  increase. 
Skule  Nite  became  more  and  more  spectacu- 
lar and  took  up  three  evenings  of  three 
shows  each  from  "48  to  ’51. 

The  machines  which  have  been  a tradi- 
tion of  Skule  Nite  have  been  stupendous. 
Some  of  you  will  remember  the  Mole,  the 
Pill  Machine,  the  Time  Machine,  The 
Skule  Spirit,  and  Albert,  the  Mechanical 
Man.  which  were  produced  in  order  from 
4T7  to  5T1. 

Well  Skule  Nite's  here  again,  and  al- 
though the  smaller  classes  have  forced  us 
to  crowd  the  show  into  two  nites,  it’ll  once 
more  be  the  best  show  on  the  campus. 


An  octopus  is  an  eight-sided  ca4. 


Dr.  Von  Flugen  s Glossary  (Continued  from  Page  5) 

Skin  Drag — A dance  held  in  a nudist  colony. 

Staff  Engineer — The  chief  engineer's  brother-in-law. 

Standard  Air — Air  supplied  free  of  charge  to  customers  of  the  Standard  Oil  Co. 
Stationary  Front — The  result  of  constructing  an  ideal  truss  around  a set  of 
characteristic  curves. 

Suction — Influence  with  the  boss. 

Thermite — A small  insect  that  eats  houses. 

Thermocouple — Newlyweds. 

Uniform  Load — The  weight  of  one  uniform. 

Vanadium — A native  of  Vanadia. 


Shown  here  is  one  of  the  5000  kv-a.  3-phase, 
60  cycle,  44000-2300  V.  Ferranti  transformers 
recently  supplied  to  the  Canada  Cement  Company. 


I N the  year  1889,  at  a time  when  1000  volts  was 
considered  "high  voltage,"  a number  of  150  H.P. 
10500  volt  transformers  were  built  and  installed 
by  Dr.  S.  Z.  De  Ferranti  in  the  Trafalgar  Square 
substation  at  the  London  Electric  Supply  Corpora- 
tion Limited.  The  transformer  illustrated  above 
remained  in  operation  for  nearly  forty  years. 

Dr.  Ferranti  also  pioneered  in  the  art  of  metering 
beginning  with  the  development  of  the  Ferranti 
ampere-hour  type  mercury  meter  in  1884,  and,  in 
1885  supplied  a number  of  alternating  current 
meters  to  the  Grosvenor  Gallery,  which  was  being 
prepared  to  supply  the  city  of  London  with  alter- 
nating current 

Benefitting  by  the  wealth  of  experience  gained  in 
the  60-odd  years  since  that  time,  the  Canadian 
Branch,  Ferranti  Electric  Limited,  has  continuously 
expanded  its  services  to  electrical  utilities  and 
industry  at  large,  until  "long-life  and  dependable 
service"  in  transformers,  voltage  regulators,  watt- 
hour  meters,  etc.  has  become  synonymous  with 
the  name  Ferranti ! 
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for  Trouble-Free  Power  Transmission 

DUNLOP 


Built  to  really  “take  it”,  Dunlop  F.H.P.  “V”  Belts  are  of  single  “con- 
tinuous spiral”  low-stretch  cord  construction.  This  ensures  maximum 
flexing  life  and  uniform  distribution  of  load  over  small  pulleys. 

In  addition,  each  cord  is  impregnated  and  surrounded  with  a cushion 
of  live  rubber  to  prevent  chafing  and  separation.  By  this  treatment,  the 
strongest  possible  bond  is  provided  between  the  cord  structure  and  the 
outer  rubber  and  fabric  cover.  These  efficient  long-life  belts  are  today’s 
assurance  of  dependable,  trouble-free  power  transmission. 

The  Dunlop  Engineering  Service  will  gladly  assist  you  in 

solving  your  rubber  problems.  Call  your  nearest  branch  today  ! 


DUNLOP  • CANADA 




to  ^^ll  tenc  l 


The  Annual 

Skule  Dinner 

I N T H E 

Great  Hall 

WED.,  DEC.  5th 
6:45  p.m. 

Smoker  Following  in  the 
Hungarian  Hall 
245  College  St. 


nner  5 mo  be  r — $2.25 

2b  inner  on  (y — $1.75 

% 


5mober  on  L — 75c 


TICKETS  WILL  BE  AVAILABLE  IN  THE  STORES 
OR  FROM  YOUR  CLASS  REPS 


Qatonia 


Regular  Fused 
Windsor  collars; 
button  or  French 
cuffs. 


r 


Top  Value  In  Their  Price  Class 

Men’s  Qatonia  Shirts 

Full-cut  for  comfort  from  fine-count,  “ Sanforized  " shrunk  cotton 
broadcloth/'Mercerized"  for  greater  strength  and  lustre.  Whites, 
stripes  or  solid  shades;  sizes  14  to  I6I/2 ...  at  Eaton's  only. 


“Your  Best  Buy  Is  An  EATON  Brand!” 


*T.  EATON  CS 


